THE NEW PROPHET
^^ until the west srows
Soft verses running silkily like this ? I will be harsh and quick, remembering him Who cried his warnings in the wilderness.
Hope is not caught upon a silver chord, Nor love imprisoned in a rose's scent, And shall I be the herald of the Lord In low, monotonous threnodies of Lent ?
The old days are ending.   May their ending be Some dreamlike vespers heavy with regret, And I will shake them from me, and hold in fee The stranger lands whereto my feet are set.
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